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Summary: We all know what happened to Hiccup when he faced the Red 
Death, but what about Astrid? Read to find out! Will include 
Hiccstrid! Don't forget to review :) 


1 . Chapter 1 

**Hey! I just got this idea into my head, and I thought I'd with 
everyone. This story will probably be about five chapters long. Be 
prepared for Hiccstrid, and don't forget to review! Enjoy 
: ) * * 


Chapter One 

The Red Death just wouldnt give up. It was enourmous, bigger than 
Berk, talons the size of a house each, a head bigger than three 
Viking longboats. But, the young Dragon riders riders wouldnt give up 
either . 

Snotlout hung off one the beasts enoumous eyes, pummeling it with his 
mace. The twins shot gas and fire from their new found Zippleback, 
chuckling in delight at the explosions they caused, and Fishlegs and 
Astrid zoomed between the two causes, giving help and advice where 
they could. Only Hiccup Horrendous Haddock, son of Stoic the Vast, 
the Cheif of Berk, and ultimate Dragonslayer , wasnt helping. He was 
saving a Dragon. 

Hiccup had been sure he could free Toothless. Okay, he wasn't exactly 
the ultra macho Viking that his father was, but _even he_ could at 
least break the rope bonds tying Toothless, and save his best friend 
from drowning in the salty grave of the sea. 

Well, it certainly didn't seem like it. Hiccup had dived about twenty 
metres down into the sea, ignoring his straining lungs, and began 
tugging at the rope securing Toothless, but it just wouldn't break. 
And he would have had his small dagger, if it hadn't been for the 



fact he had thrown it away at the cove when he first met Toothless... 
Well bud. Hiccup thought, you are the life and death of me. Dying 
wouldn't be that bad. Astrid would find a good, strong Viking, the 
gang could get on without him easily, and his Father... His Father 
would be far happier without him. A strange macabre happiness entered 
Hiccups head as the tendrils of unconsiousness took over his 
senses . 

**Keep reading for the Dragon Riders!** 


2 . Chapter 2 

**And I am back with Chapter Two before the week is out! To everyone 
who's reviewed, thankyou so much! I will certainly be keeping this 
story up! Keep reviewing ( : This chapters a lot longer than the last, 
and we get to see a lot of Stoic! Enjoy!** 

**Chapter 2** 

Stoic the Vast, oh hear his name and tremble, ugh ugh ugh, was not 
having a good day. And that was just putting it lightly. 

First he had found out his son. Hiccup, and one of Berks most 
promising warriors, Astrid Hofferson, had sided with the Dragons. Now 
he had a full scale battle against him. 

Looking to his left, the chief could see his left-hooked man, Gobber, 
battling against the tides of fleeing men, all struggling to run from 
the enormous Dragon. Stoic shook his head in disappointment, and 
caught Gobbers eye. They nodded to each over. 

"MEN, BACK INTO FORMATION! WE CAN TAKE THIS BEAST DOWN YET" Stoic 
roared. The Vikings ignored him, running for their lives. "YOU 
COWARDS!" stoic continued. "ARE YOU VIKINGS OR NOT? FIGHT WITH ME, OR 
MAY YOU AND YOUR F AMALIES NEVER REACH VALAHALLA!" This caught the 
warriors of Berks attention. They muttered to themselves, and the 
chief of Berk caught expressions like "Not a coward" and "What a 
flipping cheek..." 

Stoic ignored them. He had to, for his people. "Archers at the flank, 
defensive and offensive in variation at the front. Heavy weapons at 
the back. COME ON PEOPLE, MOVE!" The Vikings leapt into action. But 
even Stoic wasn't sure if this war could be 
won . 

xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx 


Astrid felt useless. No matter where she flew, she couldn't do 
anything. Attack would do little or nothing, as the other riders were 
proving. Support was the only thing she could give, and complementing 
Snotlout had already been damaging enough to her pride... 

But where was Hiccup? They needed him, and his Nightfury. She _needed 
_him. Astrid shook her head. A Hofferson doesn't need 
anyone . 


xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx 



Everything seemed to be going alright. The men had _some__ order now, 
and things were looking better. 

That was until Stoic saw Hiccup dive into the Sea. He'd been giving 
the archers a pep talk ( "Shoot at the Dragons, not the Vikings in 
front of you!") When he'd seen a skinny boy out of the corner of his 
eye dive into the sea after a slick black body. There was no doubt of 
who it was. Stoic didn't even know he was running before he reached 
the edge of the water, and found himself diving into the 
darkness . 

xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx 


Everything seemed to be going alright. The gang had _some_ order now, 
and things were looking better. 

That was until Astrid saw Hiccup dive into the sea. Shed been giving 
the twins a mid-battle pep talk ("Hit the Dragon, not each over!") 

When shed seen a skinny boy out of the corner of her eye dive into 
the sea after a slick black body. There was not doubt of who it was. 
Astrid didn't even know she was guiding her Deadly Nadder until she 
reached the edge of the water, just as the Chief of Berk dived 
in . 

Astrid tried to dive in too, but her Nadder caught her by the scruff 
of her neck, shaking her head, almost seeming to say "If the Chief of 
Berk cant do it, who can?" Astrid growled in annoyance, but she knew 
her Nadder was right. Now all she could do was 
wait . 

xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx 

xxxxxxxx 

Stoic was desperate. His son was all he had left, and all he ever 
wanted. He'd never meant to 

appear disappointed in him, it just came out that way. That was the 
last memory Hiccup would have of him , if he died now. His own father 
disowning them. Stoic was not about to let that happen. Hiccup 
deserved more memories, so many more. And he would get them. 

The great Chief was running out of oxygen. His lungs burnt, and the 
salt stung his eyes, but he kept on searching in the murky half 
light . 

That was when he saw those eyes. 

They were startlingly green, piercing into his very soul, ripping 
apart everything he had ever done, anything he had ever been. But 
they were gentle too, like an light Autumn day, when the light shone 
through the trees, a ray of hope before the Winter storms. 

And they were a Dragons eyes. A Night furies eyes, no less. Full of 
hope 


xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx 

xxxxxxxx 



Astrid gasped in relief when her Chief brought Hiccup back to the 
surface of the water, laying the teen in front of her, before diving 
back into the sea. Astrid couldn't have cared less where or why the 
Chief had gone at that moment. All she cared about was Hiccup. She 
hugged his cold body in a tight embrace, before frowning. No human 
should be this cold. She lay her head against his chest, and she felt 
her throat tighten. 

It couldn't be possible. Hiccup was indestructible. Hiccup was 
amazing. Hiccup had shown her a new whole world. 

Hiccup wasn't breathing. 


3 . Chapter 3 

**Chapter three is here! Thankyou to everyone who has reviewed, 
followed, faved, or even just viewed! Im pretty sure this is still 
going to be about five chapters long, but don't hold me to it. This 
chapter is going to be pretty rough for poor Hiccup and 
Astrid . * * 

**Disclaimer (I cant remember if I did this last chapter...) I do not 
own HTTYD . Everything belongs to Cressida Cowell, and 
Dreamworks . * * 

**Chapter Three** 

Everything dissapeared. The howling wind. The Red Deaths roars. The 
screams of the dying Vikings being burnt to ashes. Only Hiccup 
remeined in Astrids view. She lay him down on the ground, and began 
pumping her clasped hands against his chest, just as her Father had 
once taught her. There was no response. Gasping in shuddering 
breaths, Astrid tried again, and again. Still no response. 

Pinching Hiccups nose, Astrid breathed into his mouth, barely 
supressing a sob. Nothing. Astrid sat up on her knees, and screamed 
to the sky. 

"DAMN YOU GODS! DAMN YOU ODIN! DAMN YOU THOR, AND ALL OF YOU!" The 
young teen wrapped her arms around Hiccup. "WHY HAVE YOU TAKEN HICCUP 
NOW, WHEN WE NEED HIM MOST!" 

"Taken who, Astrid?" The young shieldmaiden gasped. It was the Chief, 
soaking wet, and behind him. Toothless. What could she say? She'd let 
Hiccup down. He wasnt breathing. 

Instead of answering, Astrid revealed Hiccups blue lipped face. The 
great Chief, strong as a mountain, fell to his knees, snatching 
Hiccup from Astrid. 

"No" He whispered. Astrid hurried to her feet, looking away, as tears 
fell down her cheeks. Her Deadly Nadder butted her head against her, 
sensing her riders sorrow. She took in a shuddering breath. "Chief. 

I, Im sorry to, to tell you" She swallowed. "That your 
sons ..." 


"STILL GOT HOPE!" The Chief roared. Astrid looked up, her throat 
tightening as Stoic began pumping his sons chest with ferocity. If 
there was a chance Hiccup could live... 



Suddenly, the ground behind Astrid trembled. Gasping, Astrid saw the 
Red Death approaching the group, it's massive head swinging from side 
to side. Stoic saw it too. 

"Astrid, I want you to ride away. Get back to Berk. I will protect 
Hiccup, he's too unstable to move. Now, GO!" 

Astrid looked at Hiccup, then at the Red Death. She remembered the 
beautiful world Hiccup had shown her. She remembered his kindness to 
her, and her disregard to him. Astrid shook her head. 

"Im sorry. Chief, but I cant do that." Stoic opened his mouth to 
argue, but Astrids mind was made up. She was going to protect her 
own . 

* *Clif fhanger ! Even I dont know whats going to happen! I usually plan 
my stories, but this is an exception. Will Hiccup live? What is 
Astrid going to do? Will her cussing to the Gods have repurcussions ? 
(spoilers!) How are the other riders doing? How will Toothless react 
to his injured rider? Feel free to leave suggestions in the reviews, 
im open to nything, no matter how crazy! Thanks for reading.** 

**See you next chapter (:** 


4 . Chapter 4 

**Hey! Sorry I havnt updated for a while, everythings been really 
hectic a the moment : ( But im back! Ive got a feeling that this 
stories going to exceed five chapters, and im trying to update 
**_**at least**_** once a week. Anyway, this chapter weve got Astrid 
battling the red Death, Hiccups uncertain fate, * *_* *and* *_* * a bit 
of Toothless! Enjoy (:** 

**PS: A giant thankyou goes to** 

* *midnight skyO 612 * * 

**Descew MiCrose** 

* *K9grmingTwihard* * 

**Zexalloverforever39 ** 

**and all the guests out there who have left thier reviews for me, as 
well as anyone who has followed and faved. You ALL really make my day 


**Chapter Four** 

Astrid circled the Red Death, groaning in frustration as the riders 
slowly dropped out one by one, eventualy landing to safety in amongst 
the crowd of watching Vikings. Wait, a crowd? The Vikings were all 
watching her, but not helping? 

Astrid shook her head. She was a Hofferson, a soldier. She was born 
to fight. But now she had a cause. Hiccup. 


The Red Death almost resembled a lizard, just with a more elongated 



head. Eight eyes glared at Astrid. One of the eyes was shut, purple 
with bruises, and massively swollen. The beast seemed to massively 
rely upon its sight, and even the loss of one eye seemed to impact 
him greatly. 

Astrid stroked her Nadders head. The Dragon seemed terrified in the 
very presence of the Red Death, but trusted her rider over 
him . 

"What do you think, girl?" Astrid whispered down to her Dragon. For a 
moment, the Nadder didd'nt reply, before shrugging her wings in an 
almost human gesture of " I dunno . " 

Astrid groaned. "Very helpful." She replied dryly. 

The Red Death was now approaching Astrid again. The crowd of Viking 
all stared at her, expecting _something_ to happen. It was kind of 
like being back at the arena again, Astrid mused. Except this time 
the Dragon was as big as Berk, and the eqivalent of Gobber was a 
Deadly Nadder. Hiccup had always known what to do in the arena. He 
had targeted the Dragons weak points, and simply used his knowledge 
to his advantage. 

But what do I have? Astrid thought. A Dragon, a small knive, and a 
crowd of Vikings. The Vikings seemed a bit like lost sheep at the 
moment, crying and bleating in thier crowd. Sheep... 

*Flashback, ten years ago* 

The Hoffersons land was very small, but just enough for a Father and 
a Daughter. It sat on the edge of a tall cliff, overlooking the sea. 
The Hoffersons owned sheep, tough, durable animals, made to survive. 
But while they were tough, they really were very stupid. 

One morning, Ronan Hofferson brought Larf, a young puppy, to the 
field. Ronan wanted a sheepdog, and training had to start from a 
young age. Astrid sat on a nearby rock, swinging her legs back and 
forth . 

Training seemed to be going quite well. Larf soon learnt "Come" and 
"Go". The sheep followed his command without doubt. Ronan was smiling 
widely . 

"GO!" He yelled to Larf. Larf instantly sprinted away, herding the 
Sheep with him. On and on he went, never tiring. Ronan nodded to 
himself. "COME, LARF!" Larf diddnt seem to hear Ronan. The Viking 
frowned. Larf was near the cliff. 

"I SAID, COME, LARF!" A note of panic entered his voice. The dog 
still was'nt stopping, and was still herding the sheep toward the 
cliff. Ronan began sprinting towards his flock. "LARF, STOP!" Ronan 
screamed. It was too late. 

Larf tumbled over the edge of the cliff. The sheep could have 
stopped, but they didd'nt. So obediant, so stupid, they followed Larf 
over the edge, and to thier deaths. It took five years for the 
Hoffersons to fully regain thier losses, and Ronan swore never to 
have a sheepdog again. 


*End of flashback* 



Astrid grinned, a plan forming in her head. Who would have thought an 
accident that had put her Father and her into debt ten years ago, 
might now save her, and so many 
others ? 

xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx 

xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx 

Toothless hovered over Hiccups limp body. An assistant of Gothis, 
Cralen, shook his head, as he pushed the most feared Dragon in the 
Archipelego away into the corner of the room. 

Toothless hoped for the blond girl and her Nadder to come soon. She 
seemed to be the only person on Earth who could make Hiccup well 
again, be it through words, actions, or just being there. The Night 
Fury warbled sadly, and lay his head on the ground, closing his eyes, 
and 

praying . 

xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx 

xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx 

**Next chapter comes the fight scene. Sorry if this was a bit slow, 
but I needed a filler chapter, where Astrid could think of a plan, 
and we could have a quick update on Hiccup and Toothless.** 

**See you soon! ** 


5 . Chapter 5 

**Sorry I havent updated in ages! I had a massive writers block for 
this story, but I'm probably going to be upadating this chapter and 
at least one other in the next week or so. Guest-Sorry I took so 
long. Here's chapter 5 (:** 

Gliding high towards the crowd, Astrid stood up on Stormfly's back. 
The Red Death had given up the chase, and rested on the ground, 
spewing flames at the Berkians. The crowd yelled at her in 
panic . 

"WHAT ARE YA DOIN' LASS. DON BRING THE RED DEATH ERE!" Gobber 
thundered. Astrid cupped her hands to her mouth. 

"VIKINGS OF BERK, STOP SNIVELLING LIKE COWARDLY TROLLS AND LISTEN 
UP!" All the Vikings turned to face Astrid, insulted for the second 
time that day, and straightened up. No girl was going to tell them 
that they were cowards . 

Astrid nodded, a small smile on her face. The plan had a chance of 
success . 

"Uhrrgh, Astrid, can we retreat now. These muscles need their beauty 
sleep." Astrid looked down at the crowd to see Snotlout kissing his 
arms. Make that a _slim _chance of success. 

"Berkians on the ground. I need you to make noise, and lot's of it. 
So much noise that the Red Death get's up from the ground." Astrid 
sat back down on her Nadder. Ruffnut stared up at Astrid in 



confusion . 


"What will you be doing then? Completing the latest Vikings girls get 
fit manual?" Astrid grinned. 

"I'm off to do some 
herding ! " 

* *xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx 
xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx* * 

_Odin sat upon his gold throne, looking down upon the Earth. His eye 
twithched in anger. How dare that Hofferson girl curse him? After all 
the strength he had bestowed upon her! There would be 
reckoning . . ._ 

* *xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx 
xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx* * 

Hiccup screamed in agony. Stoic rubbed his sweaty forehead with a 
damp cloth, tears threatening to spill from his eyes, as his son's 
leg was taken from 
him. 

* *xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx 
xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx* * 

**Once again, I have avoided the main battle scene! Watch out for it 
next chapter. See you soon (:** 


6. Chapter 6 

**I'm back, and I've got a * *_* *very* *_* * important announcement. 
Although Astrid And The Red Death, What is love, and Hiccup The 
Talking Coke Bottle are all currently in progress, I need your help. 
The thing is, I don't know what you want me to write! I have so many 
ideas, but I need you all to help me chose the ones you think you 
will enjoy. So, here are the options-** 

**I mainly focus on my current in progress stories, and write nothing 
else till I have completed them. (Most sensible.)** 

**I update my current in progress stories, but begin a new one. (Most 
interesting. ) ** 

**Now, these are the second set of options for my new story. However 
soon you get the new story depends on which option you chose from the 
above two.** 

* *Genre-angst , humour , mystery ?* * 

**What sort of AU? (Angst , mystery, humour, romance) ** 

**Crossover. I'd be willing to write a crossover with any Dreamworks 
charecters, or any other Fandom you know I like or write for (see 
profile page.)** 

**Length- oneshots, twoshots, full length stories?** 



**Ships- I've only really done Hiccstrid so far, so I'd like to try 
something new, I'm open to anything!** 

**And finaly, I want critisism. PM me, tell me what I messed up on 
during this story, and how you think I could improve. ** 

**Time for R the R** 

**There were no reviews! Please, leave your reviews, I don't fire 
plasma blasts! Yes, I'm talking to all 2,510 people who have viewed 
this story! Even if your not a member, leaving a guest review really 
encourages me to carry on with this story. ** 

**Okay, on with the chapter (:** 

Astrid guided her Nadder forward. The Berkians were doing a great job 
of irritating the Red Death, and it was already off the ground. 
Everything was going well. 

And just like that, it began to 
rain . 

xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx 

xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx 

Odin beckoned his son, Thor , over to his throne. 

"Thor, my son, this girl hath insulted thee Father. Smite her with 
your mighty hammer!" 

Thor glanced down at the Earth. 

"My Father, do thou consider thoust action's unjust? She be just a 
wench ..." 

Odin stood up. "YOU DARE QUESTION YOUR FATHER?" He bellowed. Thor 
sighed, and lifted his hammer. "No, my Father. I shall smight 
Hofferson with the cruelest of storm's known to 
man . " 

xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx 

xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx 

Astrid squinted, trying desperately to see through the storm. The Red 
Death was racing towards Astrid once again, snarling savagely, not 
even seeming to be affected by the storm. Grimacing, the shieldmaiden 
flattened herself against her Nadders back. 

"Time to see what you can do, girl!" Astrid whispered, and she could 
have sworn she saw the Nadder nod. They could do this. 

Nadder and girl seemed to join together in that moment, a streak of 
blue and gold, racing through the sky like a beacon of hope. The duo 
twisted left, and right, the Red Death hot on their tail. They jerked 
up and down, flicking spine shots where possible. 

Then they went up. 


and up 



and up 


up, 
up, 
up . 

Astrid clenched her teeth, shivering, holding tight to her Nadder. 

The Red Death kept beating her wings furiously. 

Higher and higher they went, till the Berkians could see them no 
more . 

xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx 

xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx 

When Astrid was younger, she used to stare at the sky, watching the 
clouds bob by, the birds soar, the sun shimmer. She'd always wondered 
what a cloud felt like, and Hiccup, sweet, dorky Hiccup had shown 
her . 

This was not sweet, or dorky. 

This was terrifying. 

The air seemed to be choking Astrid, the cold numbing her. Even her 
Naddre seemed to be feeling the affects, but the Red Death still kept 
following. Ice began to form around the tips of Astrids fingers, her 
hair wet, her eyes bulging in her sockets. She could almost swear she 
could see the rainbow bridge from here. 

That was when she 
dropped . 

xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx 

xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx 

The Vikings stared at the lump that was their beloved Astrid, falling 
from the sky, closely followed by the Red Death, both seemingly iced 
over. The Nadder still flew though, straight to the cliffs, as low as 
a Dragon could. The Red Death still followed, but much weaker than 
before, dropping onto the cliff itself, and choosing to run instead. 
Nearer, and nearer, they came to the 
edge . 

Closer, 

closer, 

closer . 

Till they fell straight towards the 
sea . 

xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx 

xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx 

Astrid was hardly conscious enough to register what was happening. 

She was falling- she knew that enough, but where? And why could she 



not breath? What was this liquid that was forcing her lungs to choke, 
her vision to cloud? Astrid closed her eyes. She was too tired to 
think, to care. Hiccup could deal with it all 
later . . . 

xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx 

xxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxxx 

The Red Death was unable to stop falling. Combined with her 
incredible weight, and frozen wings, the Dragon fell like a rock into 
the sea, releasing a final anguished cry before she slept for the 
final time, in the calm blanket of the sea. 

**W00 H00! THE RED DEATH HAS BEEN DEFEATED! Astrids troubles aren't 
over yet, though. She's dying in the sea, Thors still got to smite 
her, and Hiccups still dead to the world. Oh dear...** 

**Just so you know, the Red Death is dead. She cannot breath 
underwater, she will not be revived, she will not be ressurected. She 
is dead. Just thought I'd put that out there.** 

**Thankyou so much for your continued support. I'm teally sorry about 
the long wait. Dont forget to review (: See you next chapter.** 


End 
f ile . 



